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	 A	somewhat	contrary	attitude	of 	art	to	this	Christian	one	is	that	of 	art	teachers	David	
Bayles	and	Ted	Orland,	authors	of 	Art & Fear.	They	assert	that	art,	while	being	natural	and	perhaps	
transcendent,	is	nevertheless	intimately	human.2		With	that	comes	stipulations.	Art	is	full	of 	error,	
and	sometimes	it	seems	art	itself 	is	created	by error,	through	accident	or	mistake.	Therefore,	art	is	
1 Donald	T.	Williams,	“Christian	Poetics,	Past	and	Present,”	in	The Christian Imagination	ed.	Leland	Ryken	(Colorado	
Springs:	Shaw	Books,	2002),	7.















I	am	not	referring	to	this	duality,	but	rather	to	a	different	set	of 	questions,	not	exactly	how art exists, 
but	why.	Does	art	exist	because	“something	is	missing,”7		and	in	the	absence	artists	try	to	fill	in	the	





3 Bayles	and	Orland,	Art and Fear,	4.
4	T.S	Eliot,	“Religion	and	Literature,”	in	The Christian Imagination	ed.	Leland	Ryken,	(Colorado	Springs:	Shaw	Books,	
2002).
5	Robert	Bly,	foreword	to	The Darkness Around Us is Deep: Selected Poems of  William Stafford,	by	William	Stafford	(New	
York:	Harper	Perennial,	1993),	viii.















































Bayles,	David	and	Ted	Orland.	Art and Fear: Observations on the Perils (and Rewards) of  Artmaking.	Santa	
Barbara,	CA:	Capra	Press,	1993.
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The	sun	is	a	period.	 	 	 	 	
The	sun	is	a	pragmatist,	wax	logical.	 	 	
God	was	found	in	the	sun,	 	 	 	
cleaning	whales	from	under	his	nails.	 	 	
Staplers	are	gods	of 	corners	and	loose	ends	 	































































































































































which	consisted	mainly	of 	updates	on	Ann’s	condition:	she’s in the hospital, her body is rejecting the kidney, 













































































INTRODUCTION TO THE FIELD GUIDE: STARS AND PLANETS
Among	the	night’s		 	 	 charted	inhabitants
	 	 we	birdish	immigrants			 	 	 	 believed	
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 “to	put	names”	
	 	 	 	 	 	 stirred	
	 	 	 	 the	silent	mind.
 A small  astronomic 
   telescope   





	 white						 dots		 						in		 	 black		 	 air
Granted	the	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	immense	Universe,	
the	local	scale	has	no	dignity—now	we	must	advance
15















of  creeping 
under	their	caps.
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WELCOME TO THE ARMORY
Scene: Inside an aisle found everywhere, in supermarkets and that gas station with overpriced cereal, the Customer 
approaches an array of  writing weapons and waits for her eyes to settle on something familiar. The Armory 
Attendant, a commercial collection of  voices rising from the packages, tells her how to think.
Armory Attendant: Here	in	the	Temple	of 	the	Written	Word,	we	provide	you	with	the	essentials	of 	
inked	communication,	your	tools	for	worshipping	the	Almighty	Language,	the	Shaper	of 	thought	
and	perception	of 	time,	Lord	of 	names,	Author	of 	authors.	




















































































The girl who braided my hair without asking: I	sleep	with	mine.
The girl with a right-angled nose:	Regular	headphones	mess	up	my	hair.	




A boy I don’t know: I	don’t.	Like…yeah.	Yeah,	I	don’t…Like,	what	do	you	mean?
The roommate of  the girl with poor hearing:	I	put	them	in	my	ears.
The girl with poor hearing: Same	thing.
2	Q:	What	do	your	headphones	think	about	living	with	you?
The girl with poor hearing: Mine	are	happy	because	I	use	them	a	lot.	They’re	well-loved.	




















His curly hair is capped: It’s	the	idea	of 	choice,	what	you	want	to	be	hearing,	and	so	I	think	
that’s	why	they’re	ironic,	but	also	very	intentional.	
A boy I don’t know: I	just	use	them	to	block	out	my	roommate.	So	I’m	in	control	of 	my	focus.	
4	Q:	What	sense	of 	security	do	you	find	in	your	headphones?
The girl with a right-angled nose:	I	can’t	hear	people	talking	to	me.





A boy I don’t know:	When	I’m	in	the	gym	and	I’m	listening	to	my	music,	I	can	view	everything	
as	a	challenge	and	an	enemy…I	work	harder.
The girl who braided my hair without asking: It’s	a	sense	of 	fear	and	panic	and	paranoia,	because	I	
only	wear	them	when	I	write	a	paper….
The roommate of  the girl with poor hearing: Well,	I	feel	secure	because	I	know	I’m	not	disturbing	
anyone	when	I	have	them	in.	
The girl with poor hearing: Same	thing.
5	Q:	How	do	your	headphones	shape	your	perception	of 	the	world?
She likes webcomics:	They	muffle	it.	
A boy I don’t know:	Sometimes	the	music	can	provoke	deep	thoughts.
The girl who braided my hair without asking: They	limit	my	view	of 	reality	yet	channel	my	ability	
to	speak	and	the	closer	to	the	deadline,	the	louder	it	speaks,	until	it’s	too	close	and	I	fall	into	
a	pit	of 	despair.		
The roommate of  the girl with poor hearing: It	opens	me	up	to	different	cultures	and	it	allows	me	
more	freedom	in	my	musical	choices.























































































































































































































































































































































































doobie,	snop,	kif, bhang, djamba, ganja, grifa, grillo, maconha, moota, mu, panatela, pode, and	sinsemilla.	She	
smokes	it	in	an	efficient	water	pipe;	it’s	about	as	high	as	you	can	get.		
	 Doctor	of 	medicine,	William	Kissick,	once	wrote	“We	owe	the	largest	debt	to	[drug	addicts,	
users]…whose	stumblings,	stupidities,	weaknesses,	and	agonies	make	books	on	drugs	inevitable.	
And	we	wish	with	all	our	hearts	it	were	not	so.”
	 We	swam	and	climbed	the	rocks	and	it	was	the	first	time	in	five	years	that	I	could	enjoy	my	
older	sister.	But	we	couldn’t	talk	about	anything I	wanted.
	 Traveling	broke	has	its	own	mystique.	It	makes	my	older	sister	feel	like	a	Martin,	a	twisted	
sparrow,	turquoise	and	flying,	guitar	case	in	hand,	a	solitary	dreadlock	behind	her	right	ear,	a	
medicine	wheel	ingrained	on	the	left	retro	auricular.	She	rides	on	trains,	makes	love	in	tents,	waits	
tables	in	Oregon,	gets	banished	from	Montana,	her	hair	is	liberated	and	oily,	her	legs	are	thinner	but	
that	soft	packet	over	her	lower	abs	remains.
	 People	do	drugs	because	they’re	poor	or	depressed,	people	do	drugs	because	they’re	rich	
or	bored,	people	do	drugs	because	they’re	sick,	because	their	parents	hate	each	other,	because	they	
are	curious,	because	they	need	forgetting,	because	it’s	cool,	because	it’s	stupid,	because	they	loath	
themselves,	because	they	love	themselves,	because	it	“alters	the	mind,”	because	they’re	adults	and	
can	do	whatever,	because	it’s	better	than	cigarettes,	because	it’s	rebellious,	because	they’re	finding	
God,	because	God	doesn’t	exist,	because	they,	because	them,	because	us,	because	it.	
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	 I	don’t	know	why	my	older	sister	does.	I	know	exactly	why.	
 
	 It’s	one	of 	those	lazy	days	after	Christmas	and	we’re	watching	Batman	punch	people,	when	
Hannah	wanders	into	the	dark	room,	flops	down,	smiles	widely,	and	starts	braiding	a	bracelet.		I	
don’t	realize	she’s	high,	or	that	my	little	sister	Katie	can	hear	her	swearing	to	herself 	(Katie	told	me	
“eff,	eff,	eff,	eff ”).	I	only	notice	Hannah’s	fingers	are	frantic	and	refuse	to	braid.	
	 	That	was	the	Christmas	she	offered	our	cousin	secrets	in	her	suitcase.	She’s	never	offered	
her	stash	to	anyone	else	in	our	family.	He	said	no;	it	was	obvious	he	was	going	to	say	no.	Our	
cousin	wants	to	be	in	law	enforcement.	I	have	no	idea	why	she	picked	him,	except,	perhaps,	his	
circumstance	suggests	to	her	he	wants	it.	Our	cousin	lives	a	run-down,	small-town	life,	the	recession	
life,	where	he	wakes	to	gunshots	and	learns	nobody	thinks	he	can	learn	for	the	Latino	in	his	blood.	
But	Hannah	lived	a	nice-town	life,	the	stable	life,	where	she	woke	safely	and	cried	at	funerals	of 	
elders,	not	teens.	Our	cousin	may	live	on	the	streets	where	she	gets	hers,	but	our	cousin	has	none	of 	
it	in	his	blood.
	 I	want	to	talk	to	Hannah	about	Hannah.	I	don’t.	We	talk	about	water	instead.
	 My	older	sister	was	the	greatest	painter	in	the	world.	Her	command	of 	oil	conceived	in	high	
school;	she	was	swelling	enough	to	show,	though	a	few	years	away	from	birth.	She	gave	herself 	
two	months	at	art	school	before	she	aborted.	Now	she	bakes	clay	beads	to	sell	at	festivals,	if 	she	
remembers	in	the	buzz	that	she’s	selling	them,	not	giving	them	away.	I	don’t	know	the	last	time	she	
wielded	brushes.	
	 I	have	an	ancient	sketchbook	of 	hers,	from	when	she	wore	flowers	on	her	dress	and	read	
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books	about	talking	animals.	I	draw	on	the	pages	she	left	blank.	Mother	hangs	remains	of 	high	
school	inspiration	in	the	basement	stairwell,	in	the	abandoned	red	room.	Katie	treasures	that	
painting	I	found	the	note	in.	Looking	again	I	can’t	find	it	anywhere.	Did	Katie	lose	it?	Did	my	older	
sister	throw	it	away?
	 	Marijuana	is	mislabeled	as	“highly	addictive,”	and	“deadly.”	Marijuana,	compared	to	legal	
and	illegal	substances,	is	one	of 	the	safest	drugs	in	the	market.	It	is	impossible	to	overdose	and	most	
people	suffer	only	mild	withdrawal	symptoms	if 	they	decide	to	quit.	Kids	my	age,	well-read	and	
researched	(but,	like	me,	unsmoking),	mock	my	misgivings.	“At	least	she	isn’t	doing	hard	drugs,”	they	
insist.	I	don’t	know	if 	this	is	true.	Spoons	are	missing	from	our	silverware	drawer.	Do	you	know	how	
to	cook	heroin	in	spoons?
	 Hannah	told	the	best	stories	about	llamas.	She	threw	me	into	epileptic	spells	of 	laughter	
which	I	physically	could	not	stop.	We	played	cards	in	her	bed	until	midnight,	secretly,	muffled	giggles	
in	pillows.	She	introduced	me	to	books.	She	taught	me	lying	for	fun	and	lying	for	real.	She	put	the	
first	marker	in	my	hand,	made	me	draw	a	grass-skirted	girl	she	named	and	wrote	adventures	for.
	 She	hated,	hated,	hated	us	for	“ruining	her	life.”	I	hid	with	Katie	in	my	room.	We	didn’t	want	
to	be	alone	with	her	screams	and	accusations	coming	up	the	stairs	where	it	didn’t	have	any	place	to	
go	but	our	ears.	Our	parents	(honestly,	it	didn’t	take	them	that	long)	became	patient,	hard	and	quiet	
like	they	were	telling	her	secrets,	and	I	can’t	decide	what	kind	of 	love	it	is	that	makes	you	stand	in	
the	kitchen	watching	while	your	daughter	destroys	your	hostas	in	the	side	yard,	while	she	curses	
blurrily,	frivolously,	at	your	hand,	at	your	home,	at	your	life.
	 Those	days	she	lived	sullen	in	the	house,	Katie	and	I	forgot	we	existed.	We	lived	
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submarine—shy	hermits	escaping	to	school,	to	as	many	hours	of 	homework	we	could	pretend	to	
have.	I	rehearsed	what	I	would	do	if 	Hannah	came	flailing	at	me,	at	Katie,	at	mother,	rehearsed	
where	I	would	strike,	what	I	would	say	that	could	make	her	stop	like	my	fist	made	her	stop	when	we	
were	younger.	But	she	wasn’t	that	girl	I	punched	for	hitting	me	with	a	water	balloon	like	a	rock	in	the	
back.	This	person	in	our	house	wasn’t	making	water	balloons	or	writing	mystery	stories	about	girls	in	
grass	skirts.	She	had	stopped	making.	She	had	stopped	telling.
	 Nothing	much	happens	during	the	flight.	It	is	the	morning,	the	day	after	when	she	crashes	
that	I	learned	to	fear.	It	wasn’t	that	Hannah	was	changing.	She	was	losing.
	 So	I	don’t	really	care	what	the	scientists	in	California	or	Pennsylvania	or	Britain	or	
Amsterdam	say	about	multifaceted	causes	and	benefits	and	tolerance.	I	have	lost	my	big	sister.	Now	
some	stranger	moves	her	legs,	runs	her	mouth,	makes	everyone	believe	Hannah	is	alive,	but	I	know	
she’s	dead,	she’s	been	dead	years	and	I	watched	it,	and	everyone	tells	me	hope	and	patience,	and	I	
try,	I	really	do,	but	God,	how	will	I	ever	get	my	Hannah	back?
	 I	don’t	want	us	to	talk.	I	want	to	tell.	I	want	to	say	things	like	“I	hate	you”	and	“you	had	the	
world,	you	blind	waste	of 	talent”	and	“it’s	the	middle	child	in	a	three-sibling	family	that’s	supposed	
to	go	crazy,	haven’t	you	ever	taken	psychology?”	I’m	the	big	sister	now,	or	the	non-sister,	because	
I	can’t	carry	her,	I	don’t	know	how.	I	wish	it	were	me,	the	middle	child,	but	I’m	so	glad	it	wasn’t.	I	
believe	I	will	hear	tragedy	soon—I	believe	that	any	day	I	could	answer	my	phone’s	static	tones	and	
cry	over	the	bloody	bashed	body	that	everyone	thinks	is	my	older	sister.	I	want	to	tell	Hannah	that.	I	
want	to	tell	her	I	can	imagine	perfectly	that	vodka	and	nicotine	death.	I	imagine	telling	her	the	truth:	
that	I	want	this	to	happen	to	her,	to	us,	and	she	won’t	be	dancing	in	Heaven,	and	I	won’t	have	to	
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remember	who	dropped	me,	abruptly,	falling	into	everything	after	alone.	
 
	 We	climb	the	rocks.	We	talk	about	waves.	We	walk	back	on	the	beach	and	she	takes	her	dog	
and	she	leaves,	I	leave.	
ICARUS
I	wasn’t	sure	what	you’d	do—
	 to	wish	your	body	harm
	 as	a	form	of 	luck
as	every	luck	in	the	Universe	seems	to
What	you’d	do	and	wouldn’t—what	you	don’t	and	wouldn’t	drop
Luck	drapes	your	shrugging	shoulders
and	I	wasn’t	sure	you	would—
We	want	all	possibilities
  here,
open	toward	just	enough	echo,
and	I	wasn’t	sure—there	was	a	door	beneath	me,	wanting	closure—the	ground	
doesn’t	exist	in	“all	possibilities,”	doesn’t	
in	the	over-there
I	wanted	closure—you	wouldn’t	close	any	doors
A	ricochet	bone	catches	balance—after	falling	through	too	many	doors	gravity	catches	
you	—pain	is	the	absence	of 	choice—look	over-there,	doesn’t	exist—I	wanted	closure	for	
your	heels	here—I	think	you	missed	standing—what	you	wouldn’t	and	would	kick	over—I	
49
wanted	closure	for	your	toes,	without	cracks,	a	slab	of 	echo,	no	filling—
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